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Romanticism, in a word, was the Sleeping Beauty
dreaming of the Fairy Prince; unfortunately the Fairy
Prince is apt to lose his way; and the Sleeping Beauty
may then console herself with other spirits that come,
like the Arabian kind, out of bottles, but end all too
unromantically in delirium tremens.
The eighteenth century had always had at its ear two
voices, like the warning Daemon of Socrates; one
whispering "That is not intelligent", the other, "That
is not done". Romanticism seems to me, essentially,
an attempt to drown these two voices and liberate the
unconscious life from their tyrannical repressions. Like
the accompanying French Revolution, it is the insurrec-
tion of a submerged population; but, this time, a
population of the mind. "Fancy" remarked Rymer, the
orthodox neo-Glassic, "Fan<y leaps and frisks and away
she's gone, whilst Reason rattles the chains and follows
after," Now at last those chains were broken; the Bastille
of those twin oppressors, Probability and Propriety,
was stormed and obliterated* In this sense, indeed, " Le
Romantisme, c*est la Revolution*V
The views of writers themselves on the actual business
of composition help to confirm this, by differing signifi-
cantly, according as they are more Classical or Romantic.
The Romantic, depending more on processes outside his
conscious control, believes, like Plato, in "inspiration**
* Jung, with his idea of the collective Unconscious, would possibly
put it that the sensitive minds of poets and artists now became aware that
an essential part of human nature was being starved* But this seems only
a rather mystical way of saying that healthy instincts first reasserted
themselves in certain more imaginative personalities; because these
artists were more sensitive, they felt more distinctly where their
pinched.